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talking with... 


“Sectarian Violence is five 

hardcore punks that come from three different 

countries.Through touring, arranging shows and doing fanzines 

we got to know each other and came to realize that we wanted to do a bând together. 

A bând that would throw hardcore and straight edge into a social and political context.” 


They will come to Cluj in April,so we decided to catch up with them and have a glimpse in how they see 
the scene and the world. Here’s what Staffan had to say: 


1. The first thing that stands out about Sectarian Violence is that you guys are from 3 different 
countries, 2 different continents even. How does that work and how did the bând start? 


My Swedish bând Stay Hungry went on tour with Never Again during the spring of 2010. We were worried 
that the Brits would consider us to be total idiots, and it turned out the they had concerns about the same 
thing on their end. In other words: we fit very well together and had a lot of fun. For the Edge day show in 
Gothenburg later that year, I booked what came to be the second to last Never Again show, as well as 
Coke Bust, who were on tour in Europe at the time. We had a lot of fun, including sumo wrestling suits and 
Americans breaking stage floors and drums, adding to the trail of destruction that follow their countrymen 
across the world. Somehow, the idea about a new bând was born there, which probably had some to do 
with the fact that Never Again was breaking up. The plâns were perfected over Internet and that’s basically 
it.The bând works mostly online in that sense.To rehearse and record, I head overto the UK. It might seem 
impractical, but it depends on what you compare with. It is not much more expensive and doesn’t take 
much longer time than when I rehearse with Stay Hungry, which is a four hour bus drive away from 
Gothenburg, where I live. Nick can obviously not fly over the Atlantic Ocean just to rehearse though. It’s not 
perfect conditions but it is what it is.This set-up has other pros. 


2. You come from relatively similar backgrounds. You all play or played in hardcore bands. How is 
Sectarian Violence any different from the other bands? 


The different countries is the most obvious thing if we’re going to compare it to other bands we are or have 
been in. It does create culture clashes for sure. The clash of hardcore civilizations, so to speak. 

It becomes evident in anything from the use of the word “studio” in the UK to differences in how 
tours are booked in the US and in Europe. 


3. Please teii us more about your other bands. 


There are a few! I am in Stay Hungry, a straight edge 
bând with a few records out. Nick is in Coke Bust, which 
everyone should be familiar with. In any case, don’t miss them 
during their upcoming six week Euro tour. Tomas, Andy 
and Pat are in Wayfarer, who are working on a new LP. 

I joined that bând on bass for a short Scandinavian tour 
last year, which was awesome. Pat is also in Final 
Rage, Inherit and probably a few more. I am not quite sure if 
Andrew is in any other bând right now. Tomas plays bass for a 
heavy metal bând called Hang the Bastard, in which he explores 
his rock star dream. He’s a great bass player. 
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4. As a straight edge and a political bând, how do you see the 
2 subjects merging? 
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I am talking for myself now, there are different views and takes on this 
within the bând. For me straight edge is a personal choice with 
political implications and reasons. People can talk about straight 
edge as merely a personal choice how much they like, it does not cut 
them off from their social context and what impact this choice has on 
it. Straight edge for me is both physical health for myself and 
solidarity with those who suffer from personal addiction or the 
addiction of loved ones. It is both a matter of living my life to the fullest 
every second of my life, and having the clarity of mind to be vigilant in 
a seriously fucked up world. It is both wanting to keep my blood free 
from poison and not wanting to support industries that profit on 
death, suffering and complacency. So it is both personal and political. 


5. What issues are most important to you, as a bând? 


If you look at the EP on Grave Mistake, it deals with a pretty wide range of subjects, from macro 
to micro level; from how we chose to live our lives, to how we look upon homeless and cast-out people, to our 
Outlook on the occupation of Palestine. I think Nick did a very good job with that, and I think our lyrics will 
continue along those lines, sort of tying it all together. 


. 6. How do you see the straight edge scene and the hardcore scene right now? 


It is very different from place to place, obviously. In Sweden, there was a pretty cool peak a couple of years 
ago, and right now we’re experiencing a down period. Nothing new. I guess the US had had a rise of straight 
edge bands that connect more to the roots, perhaps both sound and attitude wise. The UK has a bunch of 
cool bands, too. Hopefully not being too cliche, this scene is what we make of it. We have a chance to either 
let it slide, or create something great. We can never base it on the way things are during trends and peaks, 
we just have to make the best of every situation. No one else will do it for us. 


7. Do you think that we, as a global community, still have the power to make some difference in the world? 
The reason why Pm asking is that, the way I see it, hardcore “borrows” way too much from mainstream society. 
So much effort and money is being put in just doing shows and promotion and merchandise , that we tend to 
forget what the real issues are. 


In the new issue of Law and Order there is a conversation I had with Kurt Catalyst about hardcore and 
philosophies that are prevalent within the scene. Check that out, it’s very interesting, Kurt has a lot to say. 
There are different sides to a question such as this. On the one hand, 
hardcore is a very limited forum for political change, partly because of the 
fact that we keep our doors closed from the mainstream, the outside world 
etc, and instead take pride in and cherish the status as outcasts. 

I believe there are practicai as well as social reasons for this: practicai 
because we have learned over the years that we cannot rely on business 
people, we have to do it ourselves in order to have something that 
will/can last; social because there is a reward for those involved when 
it is an exclusive scene. We have special bonds with people all over the 
world; we know things that are alien to the outsiders; being a part of this 
can give us both a social security network and a sense of home, 
belonging, purpose. But all that demands that we don’t act very openly 
towards the world we’d also like to change. 
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Of course, being the change ourselves is a step in the right direction, but there is a contradiction here, too. 
In some cases, bands have managed to really make a difference obviously, such as Earth Crisis, whose 
impact on the dietary habits of people should not be underestimated. But compare Inside Out and Rage 
Against the Machine: what bând has had the greatest impact? That said, I think hardcore has a tremendous 
power to change the lives of kids and to make them more caring, passionate, creative and free-thinking. But 
we have to create the context that allows for that to happen within the scene, it doesn’t happen by itself. Fuck 
the status-quo. In the end, it comes down to what we as participants in the scene make of all the inspiration 
we can get in it. If we can channel it and use it outside of the scene, it carries tremendous opportunity. 

8. What do you think about the situation worldwide? I mean, mostly everywhere people are in 
the streets demanding their rights. 

Once again this answer reflects my personal outlook. 

I think that this will continue and intensify in the decades to come. We are seeing the real consequences of 
the stagnation of the world capitalist economy that started in the seventies. Neo-liberalism (the opening of 
new markets for capital to exploit, and the eradication of laws that limit the ways to do so), neo-colonialism 
(imperialism going from using stooges within freed countries to actually re-colonizing them) and the fall of 
the Eastern European bloc (new markets for capital to exploit, no restraints or competition on a world scale) 
constitute a combination of necessary means and fortunate opportunities to keep the rich getting richer 
despite the complete decline of the economic (as in productive) base of it all in the center powers. But it 
also creates new reasons for and forms of resistance everywhere in its wake. 



I think we live in both very dangerous times and very hopeful times. In South America, people are rising up 
and creating new alternatives to free their countries from the shackles of imperialism. I witnessed this 
myself in Venezuela a couple of years ago. In Africa last year, a country was invaded and its president killed 
after attempts to create an African investment bank that would ease the economical stranglehold on the 
continent. In times like these, we need to be very vigilant. 

9. Where do you see hardcore going in the next years? Seems to me that the more “popular” 
bands tend to be more and more neutral and not taking a stand on anything. Do you think this is the trend 
right now in hardcore? 

Yes and no. The latest Trapped Under Ice 
LP (which fucking rules!) has more 
political stuff on it than their previous stuff. 
First Blood did “Silence is betrayal” in 
2010 which is an extremely political 
record. In Sweden, Lose the Life’s debut 
LP “The end of complacency” is about to 
drop, Anchor is touring the world etc. I 
don’t think the hardcore scene will ever be 
^ completely homogenous this 

I ____ m there will always be both bands and 

currents that deal more with political 
H issues, and those who are content with 

V singing about hanging out and stage 

diving. I think there’s room for both. 

• Perhaps we could say that for the lyrics 

i: treatment of the scene itself to be relevant, 

; there needs to be other bands and lyrics 

• that deal with things of more “substance,” 

• and that there is a dialectical connection 

;V T &&Î v;i f ^ Jfr&iV between the two sides. 




10. Backtothe music.You will have 
an EP coming out soon and you’re doing 
a Euro tour this spring.Teii us more about it. 
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The set-up of Sectarian Violence allows us to make use of a very large network. Nick has all his US 
contacts, and over here we have an extensive network of friends and contacts in Europe. Before we had 
even played a show, Grave Mistake had agreed to release our debut 7”. It is of course extremely 
fortunate and something we need to be humble about. I am very happy with the 7”, musically, lyrically 
and how Alex Grave Mistake put together the cover art. 


Booking the Euro tour was quite easy, and comes down to both what we’ve shown with the bând so far, 
and people appreciating our other bands and how we’ve come across on tour with those.The next step 
after this is a US tour with Poison Planet in June. 

11. Recommend some bands that we should check out. 


Iron to Gold from Poland is a bând no one should miss out on. From Sweden, check out HârdaTider, 
Undergâng, Anchor, Obnoxious Youth, Lose the Life, Angers Curse, Agent Attitude etc. Too many to 
mention, check out swehc.com for more examples. In Europe, Get Wise, Unveil, Risk it!, Not Afraid, 
Inherit, By My Hands and so on. Everyone knows about the US bands, no need to name drop them. 

12. What do you do besides music? 

A few people in the bând work or have their own small businesses that allow them to tour and make a 
small living. Some study. I am currently unemployed after having ended studies. I guess I am an 
unemployed auto-worker since that was my last profession, and I am still back in the factory now and 
then. Hardcore wise, Tom and Pat run Carry the Weight Records, and I do Law and Order zine. Nick sets 
up a lot of shows in the Washington DC area, and I do quite a few here in Gothenburg as well. At the 
moment, I have to say that my involvement in hardcore makes it hard to find a lot of time for involvement 
in other stuff, so I try to make as much sense of what I do hardcore wise. 


That’s it.Thanks again and really looking forward to meeting you guys in April. 




http://sectarianxviolence.blogspot.com/ 



Romanian protesta 

, except for the previous day when 
those drunk fucks started căliing 


ANIMANNERS (Tg. Murea) 


us satanists marching for the 
legalization of marijuana (?). Of 


Thou, oh, holy trinity: mind-fuck, 
thy humble and confused disciples 
and the rate of facepalms per minute., 
sprinkle some inverted crosses on 
me! 

We've been part of a somewhat 
peaceful, yet meaningful 

mini-'revolution'.. you know, wanting 
to take down governments and shit.. 
except, Romanian youth didn't exactly 
participate for the same causes as the 
elderly, the risk of getting snubbed 
was high, for sure; let's say we were 
mentally prepared for awkward 
situations. After one week of'boring', 
peaceful protesting along with 
60-year-olds mostly (who were glad 
to take their evening walk on this 
great occasion) and proudly waving 
THE black flag (that's actually 
something), peaceful turned into 
verbally violent. I'm not a 'hater', but 
I'd like to caii them 'middle-age drunk 
fucks', those who have been 
blessed(with the passing of time and 
the help of the youth) with a wider 
access to information, but with a 
mouth out of which only bullshit 
comes out, tho'. We've always known 
they were narrow-minded but., it's a 
PITY! These protests (at least in my 
hometown) have not been authorized 
and shouldn't have (had) an organizer 
as their basic principie was just that 
of solidarity. 

So one day, we were told by a riot 



police officer that we were 
not allowed to have flags 
otherthan a Romanian 
one, the 'organizer' 

, had been passing 
I the information 
along. Um, wait.. 
what?! We've 
brought it before, 
%f\ no one seemed to 
have a problem 
with that, no one 
was even curious 


course, some said we were 
mourning something or expecting 
someone to die which was quite 
funny. Marching along, we got to a 
monument situated in the town 
center. The press had been with us 
for days, expecting a scandal 
whatsoever; now they had the 
perfect opportunity. They stood 
right next to us; so when one of 
the 'organizers' asked for a 
moment of silence in the memory 
of the revolutionaries [...], we 
didn't take off out 
bandanas/scarves, while everyone 
took off their hats and shit. "Are 
you ashamed of your pretty 
faces?" he said. FUCK! Next thing I 
know, my friend was being 
interviewed; they asked him why 
we got picked on, why we had a 
black flag. We got so pissed and 
we walked away, but we decided to 
show up the next day with a 
banner saying (translated): "you 
sent us home the other day, we 
came back because we care". 
When they saw us, some got 
awfully protective and told us what 

a ened was unfair (no shit!). 

my friend got famous, we got 
snubbed and lost our grip; I guess 
we'll have to stick to our dark, but 
liberated thoughts of not 
belonging in the concept of 'the 
Romanian people'. Liberated, 
because we're full of enthusiasm, 
creative, open-minded, pissed.. 
and with harum-scarum manners 
apparently (haha). It's not we, 
who will live with the guilt of 
throwing us out, tho'. I blame it on 
the boogie. 


\ 



HOW THEY STOLE 

THE PROTESTS (Cluj Napoca) 


What started out as an honest 
cry for change quickly turned into a 
cheap spectacle with the main 
actors being the parties in the 
opposition on one side and on the 
other the people who were only 
interested in overthrowing Basescu 
and refused to look past that issue. 

We were there in the streets of 
Cluj for the first 10 days of 
protests. At first there was a lot of 
enthusiasm on all sides, because 
people around here aren't usually 
that vocal about their beliefs, and 
we honestly believed something 
was about to change. The rage was 
also fueled by the way the police 
handled the protests in Bucharest 
and there was a great feeling of 
solidarity. From the beginning 
there was a mixture of all kinds of 
people, from the elders reliving the 
days of the revolution to the 
students who wanted more from 
this than just overthrowing one 
president. In between there were 
monarchists, football hooligans, a 
few nationalists and, what now is a 
constant presence at all protest, 
the Roşia Montana activists. It was 
probably this mixture that made 
the protests lack a certain unity 
that is needed in these kinds of 
situations. 

Everybody wanted different 
things. Some just wanted a new 
president, others wanted a new 
government, some even wanted a 
monarchy. It was confusing, but 
still, it was good that people were 
willing to get to the streets to 
demand their rights. 
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There were some attempts to make 
a common list of demands, but they 
mostly failed as people seemed to be 
too preoccupied in yelling "Down 
with Basescu" to actually think about 
the whole picture. 

After about a week the opposition 
party joined the protests. This was 
the final blow. As a big part of the 
crowd was not supporting any kind of 
party and wanted a big reform in the 
olitical scene in Romania, clashes 
etween the USL (the opposition 
alliance) assholes and protesters 
broke out. They were mostly verbal, 
but the political whores at point 
actually threatened to throw out 
those who didn't want them taking 
the political power. It was basically 
chaos. At this point the protest were 
cut in two and slowly died out. The 
protests continued for more than a 
month, but there were always the 
same 20-30 people. What could have 
been a wake up caii, turned into a 
joke. Protesting for the sake of 
protest. 

Still, it wasn't a total loss. 
Connections were formed and new 
ways of organizing are discussed 
now with more participation from 
"regular" people. It's still only the 
beginning but it has to start 
somehow. Maybe in the future more 
people will rise up to make a change 
for the good. 



STARTING A PIRE 

-(Bucharest) 

After images of the Targu Mureş 
protest which occurred on the 12th of 
January were aired all over the local 
and naţional media, showing about 
5000 people protesting in support of 
Raed Arafat, the germ quickly spread 
to Bucharest. So, in order to cut most 
of the introductory bullshit, let's get to 
it. On Friday, the 13th, 2000 people 
marched from the City centre to the 
Cotroceni Palace to protest against the 
president's decision to fire Raed Arafat 
from the Ministry of Healthcare and to 
later privatize SMURD, the naţional 
ambulance service. 

On Saturday, the following day, at 
about 4:00 PM, a considerable mass 
(relative to usual Romanian protests) 
of people was already in front of the 
National Theatre. Being more or less 
ready for a protest, everyone was 
chanting slogans and holding up signs, 
most of which were hand written on 
pieces of A3 paper. 

The central idea seemed to have 
shifted though. Most of the anger and 
fury was now directly aimed at the 
president, with people demanding his 
resignation and addressing insults to 
him and his immediate Family. The 
gendarmerie was also present, but 
their numbers were no greater than 30 
and they were all grouped together in 
front of the subway station, and they 
were almost completely lacking any 
kind of gear or protection (except for 
the usual baton stick). 




After about an hour of "peaceful 
protest", the lines separating the 
sidewalk and the Street were broken, 
and at sunset, people from both sides 
of Nicolae Balcescu Boulevard started 
hurling into the streets. Because this 
was probably the first incident of this 
sort since 1989, the cops were 
completely taken by surprise. Aside 
from the occasional football matches, 
when they are much more organized 
and in far greater numbers, they have 
never been put face to face with a 
situation such as this one. That's 
probably because most of the people 
that were on the streets that day 
were not football hooligans (and after 
learning how to walk and speak, 
probably around the age of 15, every 
cop learns that football hooligans are 
not people and they can blindly shoot 
and bludgeon them without remorse). 
These were "mothers" and 
"grandfathers" and all kinds of people 
they were not accustomed to 

dealing with. They 
tried to move the 
crowd back onto the 
sidewalk but all they 
managed to do was 
receive a few kicks, 
punches and bruises. 
After occupying the 
Street, everyone was 
split into 2 groups. 
One group that sat 
down in the 
boulevard preventing 
traffic and another 
that went on to 
march up 



to Cotroceni Palace. To everyone's 
surprise, both groups were large enough 
to stand their ground. 

On the way to the Palace, the mob 
blocked Mihail Kogalniceanu Boulevard, 
Eroilor Square and mainly the whole 
route. People started joining the march 
off the streets and at one point, 
everyone got off a public transportation 
bus that was at a stop light and joined 
the protest. UnfortunateTy, both sides 
were gaininq numbers. Many 
plain-clothes officers were joining the 
march, after hand shaking and high 
fiving their colleagues in uniform who 
were trying to contain the whole thing. 
There were undercover cops everywhere 
(which is very common practice in 
Romania), but for once, nobody cared, 
everyone felt untouchable and everyone 
knew they had enough support from 
everyone else in order to not fear the 
police. After about an hour, we reached 
Cotroceni, where the gendarmerie had 
already set up a barricade and called out 
their buddies, sporting Teenage Mutant 
Ninja Turtle gear. So after a few phrases 
were exchanged between the two sides, 
the people decided to go back to 
University Square (I know, I know, but 
hey, this was the first time we were 
doing this). Back at the Square, things 
were different, this time it was the cops 
who were blocking the streets and they 
were fully equipped with armor and 
teargas, and about 500 more than 
earlier. 

So after the crowd was reunited and 
after the cops forcefully moved a few 
groups of people sitting down in the 
Street, a little hell finally broke loose. I 
don't know exactly when the first rock 
was cast but before anyone could 
realize, people were destroying curbs 
and pieces of the sidewalk to get rocks 
and hurl them at the cops. Again, this 


was a situation that the 
gendarmerie seemed to be 
completely unprepared for. The 
whole thing lasted from about 
8:00 PM to 11:00 PM. People were 
running into the streets, forming 
lines to resist the gendarmerie, 
throwing rocks and everything 
they could find at them, and aTl 
that usual riot stuff. By the end of 
the night, most of the protesters 
went home and the cops arrested 
or chased off the remainder. 

After that first day, the 
casualties were of about 4 injured 
cops, about 10 injured protesters 
and dozens of arrests. The next 
day, things were a little different. 
Everyone knew exactly what to 
expect. There were more 
protesters and also more cops 
(who called in backup from 
neighboring towns). Sunday 
didn't need a prelude. As soon as 
enough people gathered (at about 
7:00 PM), they started throwing 
rocks at the police. Somebody 
even threw a Molotov cocktail but 
sadly hit a reporter who was 
unlucky enough to have been hit 
while surrounded by 4 cops. 
Everything was very disorganized, 
with people running everywhere 
and trying to hit anyone with a 
uniform, the cop cars, the police 
trucks and everything they could 
find. A couple of cars were set on 
fire (but nobody knows the exact 
circumstances, there are rumors 
that somebody set his car on fire 
for the insurance money), a few 
shops were looted (think 
Vodafone, not Ma&Pa's diner), 
signs and all sorts of Street 
furniture were broken (fences, 
phone booths, trash cans, etc) 





and people finally understood the 
purpose of barricades. Lots of teargas 
grenades were cast into the crowd 
(sometimes completely random) and 
the occasional 10 on one beatings also 
occurred (from the cops' side of 
course). They even had one of those 
new age mini helicopter drones 
surveying the Piaţa Unirii area, where 
most of the violence occurred. The 
casualties were minimal. A few injured 
on both sides, but there were up to 
100 arrests made. 

Sadly, there was a very obvious lack 
of unity between the protesters. It was 
a very heterogeneous crowd, 
consisting of people such as 
grandparents, white collar workers, 
right wing extremists, punks and 
anarchists, football hooligans, 
hipsters, hippies and just about any 
category of non-rich people. The truth 
is that if the gendarmerie wasn't there 
so everyone could channel their fury 
towards them, I think that everyone in 
the square would have started fighting 
each other. Nobody had the same idea 
about how the problem with the 
president's authoritarian take on 
things should be solved, but everyone 
wanted it solved. It was probably the 
first time in a very long time that 
people got together for the sake of 
demanding their respect, regardless of 
their age, gender, race, political 
orientation, lifestyle choice and all 
that. Sadly (again), I don't think our 
numbers ever went passed about 4 or 
5 thousand, while the gendarmerie 
seemed to have unlimited resources. 
We weren't the most organized bunch 
you've ever seen either. If at some 
point people were marching towards 
the cops for a confrontation, when one 
started screaming and running in the 
other direction, everyone would follow 


him. Furthermore, people were 
divided on all sorts of ideas. The 
main one was probably violent 
protest / non violent protest. The 
non-violent protesters, at various 
points, ripped or took away signs 
that had "violent connotations" and 
started yelling at the people who 
were throwing rocks, telling them 
to stop, and were trying, most of 
the time, to make as big of a 
distinction as possible, between 
them and "those nasty hooligans". I 
don't know if this was caused by 
the media, who seemed to have 
been trying to do this all along, but 
if it was, they did a pretty good job. 

After Sunday, the protests 
continued, taking different forms. 
There were far less people in the 
square every night (down to about 
a thousand) and we had bigger and 
better banners. 



People started handing out fliers 
and there were a couple of guys 
with bullhorns chanting stuff with 
the crowd. They weren't much help 
either, seeing as one of the guys, 
for example, did not let anyone else 
except him touch his megaphone 
and was visibly irritated when 
someone else except him was using 
any other bullhorn. The cops in 
uniform were all over the place, 
including inside the crowds of 
people and randomly arrested tons 
of protesters. Violence was no 
longer an issue, except for 
Thursday, when just 5 minutes 
after the police said they were 
about to clear the square of people, 
somebody conveniently threw a 
rock so the cops started beating on 


a 




anyone they could find. During the 
whole thing, the cops used the protest 
as justification for countless abuses. 
They randomly arrested dozens of 
people each night (at about 23:30, 
when they ordered the square to be 
cleared), many of which had absolutely 
no relation to the protest. They 
arrested and beaten teenagers, old 
people, and mostly anyone who was 
unlucky enough to find him or herself 
around University Square at that 
particular time. They did random body 
searches and took people in for the 
stupidest reasons, like dangerous 
hair-pins, for example. 

Seeing as the Romanian cops have 
rarely been put in a situation where 
they had to go against "regular" 
people, and not "criminals", people 
couldn't really blame them for making 
this life choice, because in the eyes of 
the masses, they were just "doing their 
job". But any member of the 
gendarmerie, that didn't hand in his 
resignation on the morning of Sunday 
the 15th, after he saw what his brutal 
colleagues had done the previous night 
(beating unarmed protesters 5 against 
one, beating old people, beating people 
in custody, etc), has no right to be 
called a decent human being again. 
Ever. 


FOR A WORLD WITIIOIIT CAPITALISM 


FOR A S00IETY WITIIOIIT STATES 


these 4 pics: 

the first two are from Cluj Napca 
the last two are from Tg. Mureş 
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tour report - Cluj-Napoca 

4 and 5 february 2012 




SATURDAY, february 4, Cluj-Napoca, Romania 

Wow. Still a lot of snow over here. The road was very snowy but passable. I had to try out the van bed for most 
of the time during our drive. I looove breaks! :) 

The venue was a quite fancy bar for a punk rock show was my first impressionîBut I couldn't believe my eyes 
as the show started. People were tearing me off stage and I was crowd surfing with a plugged guitar at the 
beginning of my set!! Fucking rad people! I had such a great time playing this show! 

After the shows, the lovely people of Cluj ( and the majority, their friends of course :) ) took as to a place that's 
called the Paint bar . Due the show in Sibiu was canceled, we were supposed to play an acoustic set the next 
day...so we went there for a "first" impression. Holy fucking shit... The 6 knights got hammered that night like 
pros! I remember quite straight guy Tony from Brackets Closed ordering a Long Island Ice Tea...his eyes were 
rolling as he realized how much poison the lovely bar lady putted in his drink! Haha...I remember lots of Rocky 
training songs and other treasures from a musical period quite embarrassing! 

We went back to Alec's place. She was so nice to share her space with 6 smelly bullshit talking nuts for 2 days! 
Thank you so much! 

My voice declared war that night! I had no idea how to sing the next day, I was not even able to talk... That 
was actually pretty scary, that never happened to me before...But I guess I was just too wasted to be scared 
of this or anything ;) 

Crashed on the floor. No drive the next day. Break. Yesssss. 


SUN DAY, february 5, Paint Bar, Cluj-Napoca, Romania 

Acoustic set with: 

ZOCK from ASTPAI, JACK HOLMES from BRACKETS CLOSED and MIGRE LE TIGRE 
(...terribly annoying austrian accented voice disturbs my break....) 

"...yes I have the time. It's half past four." damn. 

But obviously I was not the only one who was in a zombiesque kind of coma. Palefaced austrians were 
surrounding me. A miserable image, but I wasn't any better! Voice is still terribly trashed... After a very tasty 
meal and a 60 minutes voice warm up at home we went out to the Paint Bar again! 

Once there things were getting insane. We had a whole keg of brews and a bottle of rum with coke offered from 
the Bar owners that welcomed us with open arms and gleamy eyes, I bet they know more about last night than 
we do... But anyway... It is fucking sunday and it's the first musical event EVER in this lovely bar.. The place 
was packed! There were about 40 people who came just for the show. This is not usual believe me! 

We decided not to play regular sets that night. Each of us played 2 or 3 songs, then it was up to the next one. 
Damn, we are smooth.. :) This was one of the greatest things I had the chance to be part of, the show was so 
cool. It's really great to have the kick of the moment when you sing your songs, then have a sit and a rum and 
some "sport cigarettes" while watching your friends playing some of their songs. And I think the people felt the 
same way about this, the scene in Cluj is so amazing. There's nothing better than playing music right in front 
of enthusiastic people. 

Thanks to ZOCK and JACK HOLMES for this evening: 

Its not yet done ’cause...Damn! It seems yesterday was just some kind of "warm up" for the shit that should 
be going on... As I was used to from saturday, I went behind the bar all the time to select my favorite songs!!! 
Everyone that I met was incredibly cool, I couldn't believe it! The sense of humor was beyond any imagination, 
this was such a great time. Actually none of us wanted to leave this bar... 

The knights had to leave. But they were trapped in the stream of goodness ... Back at home (actually it's alec's 
home, but I felt just like home, even better!)We had some more beers. I had lots of fun stapling stuff on a 
veeeery drunk and somehow sleeping Jack "intrinsic indecency" Holmes. Aaahhhh, a scenery for the gods! 
Love you Jack 

I laughed my fucking ass off, such good times!! 

After the very last sporty cigarillo with alee and a meal with Boris I went to bed at 7.30am... The whole 
weekend I was surrounded by impressive people, creative ideas and a lot of heart to something even most of 
my best friends don't understand. 

Thank you guys for giving us some of the best times of our life.... ** 


http (( soundcload.com/ migreletigre 




Once upon a time there was this vast forest, from 
the Atlantic Ocean to the Black Sea and from the 
Mediterranean all the way up to the arctic. And in 
this forest there was a creek that over the 
millennia carved the underlying rocks creating a 
deep gorge that a little red fox called home. The 

and the valley with countless other creatures, from the 
mighty brown bear to the smallest of insects. For thousands of years they lived 
in harmony with each other, every single one of them having a a place in the 
forest. And the forest provided plenty. Even humans, when first arriving in this 
small valley were welcomed, and embraced by the forest. They had plenty of 
berries, mushrooms, nuts to pick, deer, hares, fowl to hunt. Nature also gave 
them shelter in the multitude of caves on each side of the valley. The fox did 
not think much of those hairless funny walking animals, always carrying around 
strânge looking sticks and stones. Although they were hunting some of the 
same animals that she did, there were plenty around for everybody. And for 
thousand of years they lived as such. But without them knowing, trouble was 
brewing. On lands, far away another group of humans wasn't content with 
what nature had to offer, so they began trying to change it to suit them. They 
began by eliminating the plants and animals that didn't directly suit their needs 
and enslaving and changing the ones that did. This way they could settle on a 
certain piece of land with all their domesticated plants and animals and forcing 
that area to provide only for them, denying other creature's share. These 
humans grew in numbers way faster than any other groups, and had to 
continually expand their areas at the expense of all the other creatures they 
encountered. Their territories grew very fast. Everything in their path was 
either killed, driven away or assimilated. In no time they reached the forest 
where the fox lived. The humans that also called this forest home tried to fight 
them, but to no avail since they were outnumbered and their enemy's weapons 
were superior. So some of them surrendered, some were killed and some 
moved further away. The fox however refused to leave. So she tried living 



alongside them, retreating 
deep in the valley, where the 
newly arrived humans 
wouldn't follow. They started 
cutting down the forest to 
make place for their crop 
fields and for their animal's 
pastures. But the little fox 
still did quite well. There were 
still plenty of animals she 
could eat that the humans 
weren't interested in. She 
also stole every now and then 
from them.. 






eye could see there was no more 
- 5 . forest - only fields and pastures. 
She couldn't understand how come 
these naked monkeys could be so 
* destructive in such a short period 

of time. But she still had the valley, where it was too steep for them. So she 
stayed put. She figured that she'll always be able to scratch a living by eating 
the rodents that the humans don't want, or by stealing some fowl every once 
in a while. Or she could, if needed just go to another forest. But the humans 
still not content with their power over nature, and simply because there were 
already too many of them started developing technologies to increase their 
control. Not only were they enslaving nature, but they were enslaving each 
other in order for the Machine they created to work. They build many roads 
going in and out of cities in order to get the resources they needed from far 
away places. As the cities grew so did the distances needed to travel and get 
goods. So they invented machines to be able to cover these distances more 
efficiently. The fox was shocked seeing these huge metal things with round 
feet, running way faster than everything she's seen before. And there were so 
many of them.. She heard of her many relatives being killed by such beasts, 
so she decided not to go there ever again. She still had open spaces to the 
west of her valley, and she could go to the mountains to search for food. But 
soon the humans weren't content with their control. They had too many cars, 
so the roads already built weren't enough. They began to build wider, 
straighter roads so that they could travel even faster. The poor fox was in deep 
shit... They built one of the new roads just a few hundred meters away from 
the valley. Now she was stuck in a rut. On the east there was a road that killed 
so many of her relatives.. On the west was this new one, a lot bigger than the 
other one with cars going much faster. Both to the north and to the south 
there were cities. Now she could barely get 
enough food for her, let alone raise a family. * 

But hardy as she was, she stayed there in ^ 

and around the valley surviving by eating 

mice and lizards, with the occasional raid in 

the nearby villages. And she lived like that Hj 

until one winter, weak from ^ 

malnourishment and disease, exhausted m 

running away from dogs, she laid down W l 

near a boulder and died. I found her like — « 

that walking through the valley, trying to 
get away for a few hours from the civilized 
shit-of-a-life imposed on me, like on so 

many others. 1 âmr- 




, ABORTION: 

' SOME THOUGHTS AND FACTS 

An acorn is not an oak tree 

Does my reason matter? Some might consider abortion as a selfish and irresponsible act. 
But do they really have a right to say anything? It's a personal decision, not to be argued 
by anybody else. 

What if I am not ready to have a child? Ready to be a mother. What if I don't afford raising 
a child? An only parent? What if I already have children and I am not capable of raising 
another one? what if I am still a child myself? Râpe? Incest? What if this pregnancy will put 
my own health at risk? Is it all worth it just for your religious ethics and moral beliefs?! 
Your social standards? 

It's my life, my body, my own personal choice, my reasons, NONE of your fuckin business! 
I don't need justification! 

This body is my body! 

Morality?? No one is morally required to make sacrifices in order to sustain the life of 
another person, and that person has no right to demand them. Even if we say the fetus 
has the right to live, its life is dependent on the body of a woman who is not morally 
required to permit a fetus to use her body to grow. When another being's life depends on 
your own life, you are not coerced to give it the right of the use of your own body. You may 
do so, but you are not obligated! It's not a person's right to use another person's life, not 
even when its own life depends on it. 

Everyone has the right to decide what happens with his or her body and therefore 
if a woman chooses to terminate her pregnancy it is within her rights to do so. 

You might say "it's only for nine months and then you give it to adoption". But what if she 
doesn't want to keep being pregnant? And even if the pregnancy resulted after a voluntary 
act, and the mother's life it's not at stake, it's never a third person's right to argue. No one 
else can intervene, no one can choose between the mother's and the fetus's life. Some will 
say they both have equal rights to live. But the truth is the fetus is alive just because its 
life depends on another body. Nobody has the right to use your body unless you give them 

that right! And if you now decide that you do not want this in your body, in your life, in the 

next nine moths, or the rest of your life, then no one in this world should try to stop you! 
Pregnancy is not just a nine-month commitment! And it's 
definitely not a flip-a-coin decision! 

Pro-life arguments? Does it really make a difference how a 
woman got pregnant? If the pregnancy resulted after a voluntary 
act, you don't have the right to an abortion anymore? Should it 
matter to the fetus's rights how it came into existence? Why 
should a fetus that is conceived in a râpe have fewer rights than 
a fetus who is conceived voluntarily? When does a fetus become 
a human being? Is it from the moment of conception? Does it 
become one after birth? Do we consider a fertilized ovulum a 
person? And what about abortions performed on grounds of 
sex-selection? Or what about Chinas population control through 
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through the one-child-policy? Where are your "moral values" now? 

Some might say abortion denies the rights of the fetus. I say the mother is responsible for 
the existence of the fetus, but not responsible for the fact that the fetus cannot survive 
outside her body. The fact that the fetus needs your body, does not imply that he has a 
right to it. To some, women may just be seen as passive hosts, whose only role is to give 
birth and not harm the fetus. But I am not some kind of mechanical life support system, 
you know!!! 

Medical stuff: 

Most pregnancies last an average of 39 to 40 weeks. Although it is safer to have an 
abortion during the first trimester, some second trimester abortions may be inevitable. 

A medical abortion is the use of certain medications to end a pregnancy. The drugs help 
remove the fetus and placenta from the mother's uterus. The drugs work by blocking the 
action of the hormone (progesterone) that is needed for pregnancy to continue and so 
preventing the fetus from further developing, and by the contractions of the uterus. A 
surgical abortion uses dilation and suction curettage to remove the fetus and related 
material from a woman's uterus. 

The risks and side effects of an abortion include: bleeding, infection, abdominal pain and 
cramps, blood clots, nausea, vomiting, fever. But usually the pregnancy is ended without 
complication and without altering future fertility. 


toE HAS COME TO THINK. 


sources: 

Judith Jarvis Thomson: A Defense of Abortion 
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Abortion_debate 
http://www.surgeryencyclopedia.com/ 


Regarding what's written above, I am outraged that we still live in a World that still debates 
this issue and in the same time, it's a taboo subject. People should be able to talk openly 
about this, especially when in the USA, extremist groups of "pro life" activists are 
terrorizing women, there have even been terrorist attacks on abortion clinics in some parts 
of the USA. Medics have died. Isn't it ironic? Pro life jokers killing people, in order for 
"others to live". Haha! Nothing new here. It's what religion does to some people. 

What is happening in the world regarding this subject is crazy. Everyone has the right to an 
opinion, but please, shut the fuck up if it's not influencing your personal life in any way. 
They say we are free now, don't they? But how can a woman be free to decide on her body 
and future, when society pressures us to not think for ourselves? This is a delicate issue. 
I've had some scares a few times, none led to an abortion, but every time I had these 
scares, I remember thinking about "What if I'm pregnant? I think I would like to have a 
baby. Yes, yes, I would." But then I always gave myself a mental slap on the face and told 
myself: I am young, I have no money, this world is not a world to raise children, this world 
is already over populated and me bringing another destroyer of the Earth in the world 
would be selfish and inconsiderate and so on. There are plenty of 
reasons not to procreate, but there is a single reason to procreate, L 

a selfish reason "I want baby". Please, let's not forget that there are 
millions of abandoned children who actually need parents. Adoption 
is the only way I could see myself having a baby. I don't want to 
say that my body doesn't scream that I should procreate from time 
to time. It's crazy. I find myself daydreaming about this from time 
to time, but then thinking kicks in and I come back to reality. 

Even though now, mostly all the "western" countries have n^ 
against abortion and women have access to all sorts of 




medical methods to prevent an unwanted pregnancy, it wasn't that 
long ago when Romanian women didn't have these rights. I have 
talked with a woman that lived during CeausesciTs era and what 
I've found out is truly shocking. And fnis happened only 22 years 


ago... I will now teii you about this. 

The woman I've interviewed is now 47 years old and proud 
mother of two grown up accidents, with a career. She told me that 
they are accidents and I find it funny she calls them this way. So 
let's see what she had to go through. I first asked her to compare 
the economy of our days with the one in the early 90's because that 
was the period she hacl to raise herchildren: "We couldn't make any 
future plâns, the economy was very unstable. The inflation was 
huge. The incomes were very small, less than 100 
euros/month,including people with a University degree. The price of 
food or other goods was too big for our incomes. I think it was a bit 
the same with our days, there still is a tendency of price getting 
bigger, but I believe that there is not such a big risk of losing 
everything like in the '90s". "We couldn't afford to buy fruits for our 
children, we only bought fruits when they were sick and because of the financial difficulties 
and lack of good aliments, my children got sick often. Also. medicine wasn't accessible and 
we had to bring them from Hungary." "Money barely lastea from one month to another and 
you couldn't save money. And those who had some savings lost them all because of the 
aevaluing of money. You couldn't even dream about buying a house, it was way too 


expensive. You couldn't make any plâns...". "It wasn't a qood period to raise children, 
but I had no choice". "There used to be a well organizecfsystem with public nurseries, at 
a reasonable price, where you could have leaved trie kids during the day and go to work, 
and then the kids were put in long program kindergartens, from the morning until the 
parents would get out from work." - This is my generation's 7 years from home. Most of 
the kids my age have been raised in these kinas of institutions, it was not a traumatizing 
experience for me. and I saw this as normal, it wasn't until later in life that I realized that 
not everyone has been in this situation. 

This was just an introduction for the main point of this discussion. This woman had to live 
in the Communist era, and had to deal with abortions. Let's see what she has to say about 
this. She had the procedures in between 1984 and 1989. There used to be mainly two 
options: miscarriage followed by curettage and illegal abortions to terminate the 
pregnancies. Because of the strong laws against abortion during the Communist period, 
some women had to try out different alternative methods (folk/home remedies). There 
were different methods such as baths in different substances (natural or unnatural). 
So...legal abortions were only made in case of miscarriages. Now to continue with our 
story. I will caii this woman as X. I've asked X to teii me about what she had to go through. 
I also have to teii you that X had a malformed uterus, which makes pregnancies hard, 
health risks for the mother and baby's life exists, and can sometimes lead to miscarriage. 
X: "Once I've had a legal abortion. It was a miscarriage, followed by a medical intervention 
and then a visit to the Police." 

Me: "Why did you have to go to the Police?" 

X: "Because I had to give tnem explanations about the abortion..." 

Me: "Did they force you to go? Did they come after you?" 

X: "No, I got a letter in my post, that told me that I am expected to visit the Police to give 
explanations about the procedure." 

Me: "And how was the visit to the Police?" 


X: "The Policeman was nice to me. He understood the medical reasons (malformed uterus) 
and didn't even try to intimidate me, nor threaten me. He was a kind man. He did try, 
whatsoever, in a "subtle" way to see ir I have induced the miscarriage." 

Me: "Do you find this normal?" 

X: "No! Not at all! I was scared! There were some urban myths about women being 
threatened and beaten up at the Police station after the abortion. And there was another 
myth: it has been said that women that had abortions were left to die in the hospital. For 
me none of these came true, in the hospital, I was treated like any other patient and there 
was no pressure made. Not even uncomfortable questions were asked." 

I then let her teii me more about this, what she could remember, what came back to her 
mind: "You couldn't do a legal abortion without good medical reasons. More than that, 
women were periodically taken to the gynecologist for checkup - they were rounding us up 
like cows. I had two co-workers that were found pregnant and had to keep their Babies, 
despite their wish not to. 





In case of a risky pregnancy, the future mom had to go through medicinal treatments so 
they could keep the pregnancy, even if any treatment cfuring pregnancy could lead to stress 
botn for the mother and child. I had to do a treatment when I was pregnant with my boy. 
I had to take this medicine called Allylestrenol, this medicine causes girls to be born and 
grow up very masculine. Back then I didn't know what was the gender of my child and I 
was stressed by this. Also I have read about a medicine which was prescribed to pregnant 
women called Talidominda, I think that was the name. Taking this medicine cfuring 
pregnancies could lead to multiple malformations on babies. This is all stressful for a 
pregnant woman. At my second pregnancy I refused to take any medicine." 

I asked to teii a little about the inegal abortion she had. She wasn't that open to talk 
about this, I can understand, besides fne fact that this must have been a very unpleasant 
event in her life, her reliving this moment wasn't my goal. All I am trying to do is to make 
some people understand wnat some women had to go through, so that they can be in 
charge of their bodies and life. 

X: It was really hard to find a person that had some knowledge about this and people 
were scared to talk about this." 

Me: "What do you mean?" - again the rest of the discussion continued casually and I will 
let the words flow. 

X: "People were scared to talk and give away such information. I didn't even know who 
to ask. And when you finally found someone to help you, the price was enormous. It was 
bigger than the average income for a month. You couldn't even be sure that the 
instruments used for the procedure were sterilized or the personal had the qualification for 
this. So, you would practically take a big risk. I know a case when a friend of mine lost her 
fertility after such a procedure. Abortions, legal and illegal were risky. I, myself, had an 
infection after a legal one. A friend of mine got Endrometitis. Any medical procedure 
implies a risk of infection. and if I was still young, I would prefer to make an abortion than 
make a baby because of an accident and forcea by the authorities." "In Romania, now, 
abortion is legal, and still some women still practice abortions with unqualified personnel. 
I was in a hospital. a few years ago when a lady was hospitalized with internai bleeding 
because of this. I don't know if she survived..." 


Me: "What do you think determines a woman to do such a thing in our days?" 

X: "Iresponsability and lack of education." 

Me: "How about money?" 

X: "I don't know how much it costs these days..." 

Me: "How about social stigma?" 

X: "Maybe they think about this, even though nobody would find out if you go to a 
hospital..." 

Me: "Teii me about your views on the changes that happened after Ceausescu's regime 
- the legalization of abortion." 

X: "I think it was one of the most important changes that took place. I am really serious. 
On one hand, the legalization of the abortion itself, even though I didn't have anything 
personally to win ancf on the other hand I am thinking about all the women that now have 
an option, and that there are now pills, condoms ana many other options for a couple to 
use to avoid unwanted pregnancies - this is extremely important. Before, you didn't have 
access to this stuff, because of Ceausescu's demographic plan*." 

Next, X's husband (let's caii him Y), who was just a passive witness to our interview felt 
like he had somethinq to say about tnis: "There used to be condoms for a while, then they 
disappeared. When I was in high-school there were condoms. 3 lei for a package of 
condoms. They were called Butterfly, and you could find them officially in pharmacies. And 
there were also some doctors who had access to pills and gave them to women. Also, you 
could have brought pills and condoms by yourself from Hungary. There were also next-aay 
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but you could find these things 
X: Yes, from Russia, but they didn 
(laughing)." 

I compared this to buying and smuggl 
drugs/cigarettes these days and they do 
similar. 

Me: "Now teii me a little about the socic 
what we have talked about." 

Y: "Women who had sexual intercourse 
weren't seen too good by society." 

X, continuing her husband's thought 
marriages had to happen because 
pregnancies. 




I even had a classmate during college that died. She died 
after illegally terminating a pregnancy. She passed the Ist 
trimester, I don't know why she waited so long... After she 
died, her parents and relatives tried to hide the real reason 
of the tragedy..." 


This is how the interview ended, during our discussions, 
she also told me this: "I have no regrets, nor troubled 
conscience." 


After having this new information in my head, I keep 
thinking about this, and how us, the women of our days are 
so lucky not to have to go through such experiences. How 
we are free now to take a decision on what to do with our 
body and future. 

The only problem remains the social stigma around this. Even though that Science have 
proven that an abortion is not techincally a crime, radical groups still practice misleading 
propaganda, that leads to enslavement of a woman's body and mind. A child is a big 
responsability and it affects the future of you and people around you, and later on the 
whole world. A child grows up and consumes resources that are not here forever, and let's 
not forget about adoption. Orphans exist and if you really want a baby, please, keep this in 
mind. That is all. Thank you! 



vs' 



* Nicolae Ceausescu's demographic plan: 

Forced stimulation of the population growth rate has been one of Ceausescus priorities. 
One key element in it's politicies was the abrogation, in 1966, of the decree from 1957 
which allowed abortions by request (at that time, abortion wasn't allowed only in some 
communist countries). Trough 770/1966 decree, therapeutinc abortion was permitted if it 
was done in the first trimester of the pregnancy and only on the basis of strict medical 
advice and only in excepţional cases the fetus was sacrificed, and all this until 6 moths into 
the pregnancy. This legal decree got harsher trough 441 decree from the 26th of December 
1985, which only allowed women over the age of 42 or mothers of at least 5 children to 
have an abortion. In theory, mothers of 5 or more children had substanţial privileges. 
"Heroic" moms of 10 or more children had the right to recieve an ARO automobile, free 
train transportation and an yearly holiday in a resort, all on the state's expenses. 
(http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nicolae_Ceau%C8%99escu) 
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Where can I possibly begin when it 
comes to why organized religion is wrong? 

Milenias of persecution, intolerance and 
bloodshed speak for themselves. It’s 
somewhat funny and tragic at the same time 
how outdated moralities still rule our lives. 

We are constantly moving and changing yet 
there is still one way of thinking that stays 
the same. Some see this as a proof that it is 
flawless, I say it’s time to start to question it. 

Organized religion remains a taboo. Part 
fear, part blind hope, it offers people some 
hope for a better afterlife but, at the same 
time, it just keeps them in line. I get why 
most people don’t question what they teach, 

I mean, if you do that, you will forever burn in 
the flames of hell, right? From the beginning the bible goes out of its way to show us how knowledge is wrong 
and obedience is good and how we are all dammed because our ancestors dared to question their so-called 
god. But the search for knowledge is as natural as breathing. It’s in the way every animal explores and 
understands his environment, it’s how we adapt and survive. 

But what else could they preach when their foundation is made of bullshit? “It’s all about believing, we 
are too small to comprehend some things.” Bullshit. As hard as they try, their smoke screen is thin as fuck 
and it doesn’t take that much insight to see past it. It’s basic logic. There will always be someone that can 
profit from your lack of reaction. Be it church or state, or just someone who wants to get an upper hand on 
you. They will be the ones telling you that you shouldn’t question it, that this is the way it’s meant to be and 
they will always come up with a bullshit story to back it up. And if that doesn’t work, there’s always violence. 

It’s a sad life one lived kneeling down. It’s sad how we just throw away so much potenţial. It’s sad that kids 
aren’t allowed to make up their own minds. It’s sad that we spend the little time we have on this Earth 
dreaming of what happens after we die. 

Of course they also teach more positive things, like “do not kill” or “do not steal”, although râpe didn’t seem 
to make the list. All good, but do we really need to have it written down that you shouldn’t do to others what 
you wouldn’t want to experience yourself? It’s just common sense. Plus, aren’t they the ones who constantly 
ignore their own guidelines? How many wars have been fought in the name of religion? How many people - 
were killed in the name of god? 

Religion is also a way to justify man’s departure from nature. We want to believe we are better than the rest f 
of the natural world, so we teach ourselves that nature is ours for the taking and that it was all made for us. 
Of course just saying “hey, we are the rulers of the world because we say so” doesn’t have as much impact 
as saying that some almighty being has created everything for us. We want to believe are not a part of this 
world. It’s why we throw away our lives in hope that something better will await us after. It’s why we constantly 
destroy the natural world. It’s a dangerous idea, that this is just some sort of gate way and it has the potenţial 
to destroy us all one day. 

So why should we accept their bullshit? Freedom of thinking stops when your way of thinking is a danger 
to me or others. This is why it’s important for everyone to speak up and not just follow the current, while there 
is still some hope that rationality can prevail. It’s time to caii them on their bullshit. I’m not talking about 
persecuting people for their believes, that would be just what they are doing, but rather be vocal about your 
own believes and not let them get away with so much just because we want to be so politically correct. 



7 am against religion because it teaches us to be satisfied with not 
understanding the world. “ Richard Dawkins 
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I I have 3 cats. Each of them are amazing in many ways and I don't have any 
I words to describe the Iove I feel for these amazing creature I share my life 
w with. First one to come into my life was Boris. I found this lovely ginger near 
f the dumpster. We decided we will keep him. I was holding him in my arms, look 
at him and said to him what every sane person would say to a kitten:"meow!". 
He instantly looked at me and said "Prau!" . Instant Iove. I decided that Boris 
shouldn't be alone, so we adopted another cat, from my friend. Her name is Doris. It 
was the best decision I could make, because, at that time, we weren't around to keep Boris company. 
The two kittens got along very well. 

Most of the people Iove kittens, no doubt about this. It's easy for one to say that he/she will 
adopt/buy (?!?! Buy!! Fuck that shit) a kitty. People fail to understand that it is a RESPONSABILITY. 
Cats need proper food, water, a proper place to pee & poop, LOTS OF LOVE, a place to feel safe and 
relaxed and they play a lot! A LOT! 

Another thing that most people do not understand is the NECESSITY of neutering. The main 
reason of the existence of stray animals is abandon. Animals breed. This leads to "unwanted" baby 
animals. Seems like people don't think this through. Some even throw/kill the offsprings. THIS IS 
SIMPLY OUTRAGEOUS! Others don't want to "steal the animal's manhood". Others even leave their 
pets to wonder around and procreate with the hood's strays. I find this irresponsible and evil. It seems 
like it's getting harder and harder for people to see a problem if it's not "my problem". If you leave 
your male cat to wonder around during breeding season, you will participate to the big numbers of 
homeless kittens. Yes, some of them get adopted, but some of them grow up near the dumpster, and 
might get killed by crazy dogs or men, get run over by stupid cars. The procedure isn't cheap, but if 
you are willing to make a little research, there are many ways to get it for free, or at least cheaper. 

I haven't neutered my cats, due to money issues, so they grew up and had two wonderful kittens of 
their own. But I have taken responsibility for it. The kittens are now growing up and ok. One of them 
is still living with us, and the other one was adopted by a friend. Kittens grow up really fast, and are 
demanding. There were days, we spent all our money on cat food and kitty litter. Our fridge was 
empty, but near it, there were kittens purring, eating. So this is how we settle our priorities around 
this house. One should be able to make sacrifices in order to decide whether he/she should adopt an 
animal. 

Boris is now neutered. There are so many rumours around this procedure. Since he is a beloved 
member of our family, and his personality is simply amazing, we were really scared about the changes 
that he could go through. Well, his awesome personality hasn't changed a bit. He is still an active and 
playful cat. Didn't get fat, as they say. The only thing that changed is the fact that he doesn't transform 
into a sex-crazy-pissed off-crazy eyed-monster cat when Doris is in heat. Which is wonderful. He was 
an asshole when it was breeding season. 

The operation was a bit difficult, but we are all over it now. It sucked to see him under complete 
anesthesia, so vulnerable and feeling sick while recovering. It broke our heart. It lasted for a whole 
day, but the next day, everything was ok. He wasn't bothered about his operation, he removed the 
stitch by himself (the vet said this might happen, so it's cool). All this painful and heartbreaking 
experience was worth it and I strongly suggest that everyone that reads this to think about it and go 
through the procedure with their animal friends - if they think it's necessary for reasons i have 
mentioned above. 

Cats play a lot. Mine play like crazy. Now they're 3 pretty big cats running around around the house, 
sometimes destroying everything that stands in their way. I can't keep fragile things laying around, 
they destroy zines, posters, pictures, boxes...anything, I have to carefully place plants far away from 
their reach (there aren't too many options). They broke several cups and plates, and their toys are 
gone so they make a toy out of everything that rolls, shines, crumbles, etc. One should learn to deal 
with the destruction of belongings if he/she desires an animal companion. 

So, please, before adopting, think about these things. Cats (or other animals) are not accessories, 
nor objects, nor facebook photo subjects. They are living wonders. They can live up to 20 years, so it 
is a long term responsibility. Some might have to spend money that would usually go on personal 
pleasures on cat food, vet expences and other cat stuff. Cats destroy stuff, cats pee & poop. Cats 
meow annoyingly and steal your dessert (my case). Cats are silly animals. 

One shouldn't expect intelligence from them. 

I Yes, there are reasons to be annoyed by cats, 

| but for me, as crazy it can sometimes be, it is all 
worth it. I cannot describe the feeling of having 
a naturally scared/not so trusty animal to trust 
you completely. 
















THE HAROCORE PUNK SCENE, 
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By Nikos XVX 


Since my first touch with hardcore/punk the 
connection with the rebellion, the rejection of 
the adult worid and the struggle for total 
liberation was ultimate. This subculture, this scene is a 
safe place for all these kids who don't belong anywhere, to take their lives 
in their hands, to do bands, zines, promote shows and think for 
themselves, not giving a damn about the ordinary worid where money 
conquers all, chat rooms conquer deep and true connections, and the 
mainstream culture conquers and Controls all these naive hearts and 
minds. But some of us remain undefeated in this fucked-up arena. 
Hardcore/punk is politics. Straight edge is politics. Veganism is politics. 
None of these are lifestyles, you apolitical piece of shit. The DIY-ethics are 
about regaining consciousness, taking back your life and proving that 
everything can be done without the corporations. It's about unity, from 
the kids to the kids, and this can never become another fashion. 

Through hardcore/punk I got to learn about straight edge, veganism, 
feminism, anarchy and all these radical views. So, for me, hc/punk is a 
path to my awakening as a person. It's a tool for the everyday struggle 
and a means to gain and share ideas and feelings. It's sad that it's filled 
with tough-guys who spread sexism and homophobia and see punk as a 
way to prove their masculinity and show their new delivered clothes, and 
this makes me wonder if new kids that get involved in hardcore will have 
the good environment to develop their true personality and grow their 
own ideas. 

The impact of straight edge in hardcore is of great importance. The idea 
of rejecting all drugs (legal or illegal) and have the complete control over 
your own body and mind is politics. Capitalism profits billions of money 
from selling alcohol, tobacco and other drugs that try to hypnotize our 
minds. Being asleep means to live enslaved by your own desires. Being 
awake means that you have total control of your actions. For those 
unaware, in every Zapatista village, alcohol consumption is not allowed, 
because it's the main cause of violence against women. The big 
corporations of alcohol and tobacco are also responsible for the 
destruction of Mother Earth and the clear-cutting of many of the biggest 
forests all over the worid. And of course, before you can easily enjoy your 
smoke, hundreds of non-human animals died and are still dying in the 
labs. So, we have to always think what impact do our actions have in the 
rest of the living worid.The horrors and the oppression of the capitalism 
and the state are countless and will never end unless we abolish all 
authority over our heads and break free. 

Let's make hardcore/punk a threat again. 
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5t*.AIGHT GUY / G'AY GU] 



During my many years of research I have discovered that there's something in the worid 
that's SO complex, SO complicated, SO absolutely impossible to figure out even for the world's 
greatest minds and that certain thing is the relationship between a straight guy and a gay guy. This 
is literally the Palestine and Israel of human socializing. It's so unstable it can get awkward in one 
second and completely horrendous in another. As the years past I had the opportunity of having so 
many surreal experiences regarding this subject that I feel that I fucking deserve some sort of 
degree. 

In high school I was one of the few boys in my classroom and can say that I got along 
wonderfully with all 23 of my female colleagues (doooh) and as a compensation for being such a 
great friend, all of their boyfriends wanted to beat the hell out of me. I was seriously hated, got 
myself a great number of threats and my relationship with the girls was affected. Thinking that it 
would solve the problem, I gave my classmates permission to teii their boyfriends about my sexual 
orientation ensuring them that I was harmless and had no hidden motifs up my sleeve. Surprise 
surprise!!! Instead of being happy that I wasn't fooling around with their girlfriends, they now 
found the supreme reason for hating me even more. I realized then that it's impossible to please 
this people, either you're out of the closet or not you're either too gay of a gay or too straight of a 
gay to get along with them. Sounds complicated? Well it gets even more bizarre, as I'm about to 
talk about another type of straight guy/gay guy relationship. 

I'm sure everyone has met a person that considers himself to be so gorgeous, so incredibly 
good looking that it's impossible for the rest of the worid not to deşire him. Well, I for one have met 
a whole bunch of this narcissistic bastards. All of them believed I was absolutely star strucked at 
the sight of them just because of my orientation and I can say I had my fair of reactions to this: 
either I laughed my ass off or was seriously outraged. I really don't know what kind of sexual vibes 
gay guys spread in order to give birth to such stupid reactions. I was capable of making one of my 
friends so paranoid once he seriously believed I was obsessed with him and was planning to destroy 
his relationship. I don't know which one of us was dumber in this situation: him for being such an 
egocentric asshole or me for being so naive and thinking this kind of person was my friend? 
Seriously straight people! Here's a friendly tip: Gay guys usually like other gay guys. 

The third and final category of straight/gay relationship that I want to talk about is the one 
that involves the pro-gay rights straight guy. This type of individual can be such a blessing for the 
gay community if he knows his facts right and his reasons for promoting this are authentic. 
Unfortunately some people are just plain stupid and don't really know how to handle this as their 
motifs are purely selfish. If I hear another straight guy talking to me about the gay community like 
I'm some handicapped and he's assuring me that the operation will be fine I think I'm going to 
snap. I don't feel the need to be threated as if I'm some sort of extinct animal that needs to be 
preserved, and therefore don't have the deşire to waste my time with people that are gay friendly 
just for the sake of setting a trend. 3TG yOU gay ygt^ 








DAIRY FARMS 


Got milk? Hopefully not. We are taught to believe we need this more than water, that without it our 
bones will wither away. Well that is true in some measure, but only when you yourself are a child and are 
drinking your mother’s milk. The truth is drinking other species’ milk is unnatural and unhealthy. Why do 
you think it needs to be pasteurized or boiled? Cow’s milk has 59 active hormones, scores of allergens, 
fat and cholesterol. Add to that countless herbicides, pesticides, antibiotics, blood, pus, feces, bacteria 
and viruses. Doesn’t sound so good now, right? 

And what about the calcium myth? The calcium in cow's milk is basically useless because it has 
insufficient magnesium content (those nations with the highest amount of milk/dairy consumption also 
have the highest rates of osteoporosis). Where do the cows get calcium for their big bones? Yes... from 
plants! The calcium they consume from plants has a large amount of magnesium... necessary for the 
body to absorb and use the calcium. 

The list to why milk is not good for you and it is just a product pushed on you by the dairy industry 
goes on.You can check it for yourself here: http://www.rense.com/general26/truth.htm. 

If that doesn’t convince you, how about the way cows are raised? They want to convince us that cows 
spend all day in the fields, free to live their natural life and our relationship with them is one of symbiosis, 
we give them food and shelter and they give us back milk.That’s mostly bullshit. In the western world, 
most milk is produced by cows raised in intensive production systems. 

This is how those systems work: Most dairy calves are removed from their mothers immediately after 
birth. The males are mainly sold for veal or castrated and raised for beef. “Bob veal” calves are killed as 
soon as a few days after birth; those used to produce “special-fed veal” are typically kept tethered in 
individual stalls until slaughtered at about 16 to 20 weeks of age. The female calves are commonly 
subjected to tail docking, dehorning, and the removal of “extra” teats. Until weaned at 8 weeks of age, 
most female calves are fed colostrum, then a milk replacer or un-saleable waste milk. Each year 
hundreds of thousands of these female calves die between 
48 hours and 8 weeks of age, mostly due to scours, 
diarrhea, and other digestive problems. 

Although here in Romania the majority of milk is 
produced by family owned cows, there is a trend to 
industrialize the production and more and more factory 
farms are taking the place of family farmers. They are a 
great source of pollution and they destabilize a way of living 
that is more in tuned with nature and does less damage to 
the environment. 

Please think about this the next time you want to buy a 
bottle milk and maybe find a better alternative. 


www.veganoutreach.org I becausewemust.org I weanimals.org 






You will need: 


1-2 different coloured shirts \ 
15-16 cm zipper 
6cm elastic bând or a ribbon 
One big button 
Bar of soap/chalk 

Needle and thread/sewing machine 

Measuring tape, scissors 

Iron 


1. First, measure and draw on the fabric 4 rectangles. Two of the 
rectangles (A and B) will be the same size: aprox. 18x14 cm. 
Rectangle C: 18x12 cm; and rectangle D: 18x10 cm. Cut them. 


2. Take A and B, and the zipper and stitch it on the lcm fold you have 
made on one of the two 18cm sides of each of the two rectangles 
(second picture). 


Fold lcm on each side of the fabric, and use pins or press them a few 
seconds with the iron to hold them in place (first picture). Do not sew 
along the folds yet!! «--- 


3. Take rectangles C and D, and sew along only one of the 18cm folds 
(third picture). T 

IC 


4. Take rectangle D and put it on top of rectangle C. Draw a line in the exact 
middle and sew over it (picture four), so you will make two small pockets in 
your wallet. 


5. Fold B over A (like the small arrow in the second picture shows you). Put C 
and D on top of B (picture five), and sew along its edges. Be careful when you 
get to the zipper, so you don't break your sewing machine's needle. 

Almost done! 


6. Turn your wallet over to A(picture 
six), and put a button and a ribbon(or 
elastic bând). Fold it in half and close 
your wallet using the button and the 


L 


Good luck! <3 








Yo. For this issue, I have decided to show you a muffin 
recipe. The one i do most of the time, because it's really 
easy to make and also cheap....and of course, delicious! 


Ingredients: How to: 


- 1 Vi mug white 
flour (200 g) 

- 100 ml sunflower oii 

- 1 mug sugar (220g) 

- 10 g baking powder 

- 1 mug cold water 
(250 ml) 

- powdered sugar 

- cinnamon (powder) 

- a pinch of salt 

- 1 medium apple 

Mug = coffe mug = 
250 ml mug. 



Put the sugar into a bowl and add the oii. Mix 
until the sugar is dissolved. Now add the cold 
water, stirrrrr...and now add the flour and 
baking powder and ştir with a wooden spon 
(mixer, etc). Ştir until you have a smooth 
paste. Peel the apple with the vegetable 
peeler and grate it. Now add it in the mix. 
Ştir. Take a muffin pan and smear it with oii 
and add a little flour (so it won't stick) or add 
baking paper (muffin paper). Next pour the 
batter into the muffin pan. Try not to spill. Put 
it in preheated oven at medium heat for 
about 20 - 30 minutes. When done,leave to 
get a bit cold and "season" with the powdered 
sugar and cinnamon. 

Ta daaaam! They're delicious. 











A million of worms can eat a lion. 
We feed the messiah and worship the 
king. 

We bow and scrape to the fake 
superiority. 

Neither guilty not innocent. 

We end life with a râpe. 
Torturing souls with no remorse. 

A million of worms can eat a lion. 

('A million worms could eat a lion' 
by a. // world's appreciated kitsch) 


'Night 'night sleep tight tight 
Dream of a future lovely and bright 
'Night 'night sleep tight tight 
Shut up, turn off the light 
('Angels'-by a. // world's appreciated kitsch) 


Thanks a lot for reading and careing! 
Thanks a million for contributing and your 
enthusiasm! It means the world to us! 

contact us: 

thrashsilvania@yahoo.com 

check outthe blogs: 
leavemealonezine. blogspot.com 
leavemealonezine-articles.blogspot.com 
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Ooo, let them pray , as we rise up like 
zombies from the mud 
And they scatter as we are zombies 
hungry for freedom not blood 
Normally we don't eat meat ,only the 
infected flesh of the States guardians 
The flesh of the ones who use their bodies 
to protect capitalism 

And they cannot stop us with tear gas , 
cuz we have cried our tears 
They cannot stop us with water cannons 
cuz we slept many nights in the rain 
They cannot shoot us cuz the capitalist 
system has dried us form life 
AII we can feel is anger 
They can only run like cowards, fallowed 
by great shadows of our flaming stones 
They scatter as they see that we are 
invincible and uncountable 
We never give up 

We kiss death and we spit blood, we rise 
fists and we bring chaos 
We burn buildings and destroy cities 
Our place is nowere,we take from the rich 
and give it to the flames of fire 
We are nomadic traveller zombies, from 
the hellish place called our world 
('Zombies'-by i.) 






.yRIEAfa, 




thrashsilvania.1ilogspot.com 
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COERCION 

punt/iiamcorf • consiania t no - www.mBate.com/coercioiict 


VINERI & APRILIE - Gambrinus Pub 

ora 21.30 - cost lOron 


tlirashsi1uania.blogspot.com faceboolc.com/bhcbcollectiue 

























